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Well you're dirty and sweet 

Clad in black, don't look back, and | love you. 
You're dirty and sweet oh yeah 

Well you're slim and you're weak 

You got the teeth of the hydra upon you 
You're dirty sweet and you're my girl 

Get it on 

Bang a gong, get it on 


It was the afternoon, not quite dark enough for it to be considered night time, but 
late enough that most everyone had already finished their classes up and headed 
back to the dorm. And what better time to play rock band than when everyone was 
present and in a perfect position to have the ever living shit annoyed out of them by 
the clicking of buttons and what would no doubt be the constant bickering of what 
song to play next. And yet Justin was more than content with that; perhaps because 
he always valued the opportunity to rub his musical tastes in other’s people’s faces, 
perhaps under the delusion that if he just played his music loud enough people 
would hop aboard the Marc Bolan train. Wishful thinking, though ultimately idealistic 
at best. Still, as far as he could tell he was able to convert Erin since she had hoped 
in at some point to play bass. Granted, it wasn’t because she necessarily liked the 
music, but rather because she liked the game. Still, he was impressed with how fast 
she was moving her fingers up and down the controller, never so much as blinking 
as her pupils swayed from note to note, planning her fingers next movement out 
with precision. See, there was one benefit to being completely full of energy, and 
that was time seemed to move at a Snail’s pace around you. In Erin’s mind, she 
probably had minutes at a time between each note running down the fretboard. 


“You know, we got a Green Day Rock Band, when are we going to get a T. Rex Rock 
Band?” Justin pondered to himself, swaying back and forth in time to the beat as he 
tapped his fingers against his plastic instruments, grooving to the rhythm of the 
bass. And under any other circumstance he’d look like a complete freak doing that, 
hell he kinda did now, but they’d give him the benefit of the doubt that he didn’t 
normally take his plastic instrument rock band fantasy just a little too literally. It 
was one thing to want to be a rock star; after all, having your name written in bright 
lights, having people scream for you, trying to reach up on stage at the mere 


possibility of touching the hems of your jeans, standing on stage, feeling like the 
ultimate badass, playing the guitar in your hands as you looked out into the crowd, 
as if unaware you were even playing an instrument... who wouldn’t want that? That 
said, waving your arm up and down over a broomstick is never considered cool, no 
matter how much you try to pretend that broomstick is actually a double neck 
guitar and you’re cranking out the solo to Freebird at double time speed using only 
your tongue. In fact, given how easy it would be to believe you were actually 
practicing making out with the mop under those circumstances, not only was it 
decidedly uncool, but also decidedly creepy. Very... very... creepy. 


“Because they’re not very good.” Erin countered quickly. Justin’s head could not 
have whipped to the side any quicker. You know there were several ways this 
conversation could end: the first was a stalemate, in which both parties agreed to 
respect the other’s musical tastes. However, given that Justin was involved here, 
this was the least likely of the options on a scale of probability. The second was that 
Erin ultimately succumbed to Justin’s infinitely expansive mission to plant his 
musical tastes into the hearts and minds of every man, woman and child he met 
and admit that T. Rex really wasn’t all that bad. After all, even if she didn’t like glam 
rock, this was one of those songs you just kind of automatically knew and liked 
regardless of your history with the band. Kinda like Bohemian Rhapsody or Hot 
Blooded. The third option, and by far the most likely option of actually occurring was 
that Erin was gonna walk away with the casing of a broken plastic guitar controller 
smashed against her skull. “They have like, one good album. You know. That one. 
With the uh... This. With the this.” Erin pointed out. In case you hadn’t noticed, she 
had some rather selective memory. She remembered the album... yet she didn’t 
remember the name of a single song on it. 


“Bro, do you even Tanx?” Justin argued, a semi-sarcastic tone to his voice. Clearly 
the way he delivered his argument was intended to be somewhat humorous, if for 
none of the right reasons, but his actual intent to argue this was about as serious as 
it gets. Erin didn’t seem all that convinced though, as was evident from the fact that 
she remained silent for once in her life, passing one of those ‘you serious?’ looks out 
of the corners of her eyes. “The Slider? Self-Titled? Come on, don’t make me go into 
their later stuff.” He grimaced slightly. Even he realized if these four albums weren’t 
going to convince her, nothing past them would. Again, she shook her head as if 
amused in the worst possible way by his attempt to argue this. That should have 
been his first clue to quit, but Justin never stepped away from a music war without 
victory in his grasps. He bit his lip a bit, trying to keep a careful eye on the game 
while still getting fleeting glances at people around the room. Maya was present 
and so was Izzy. He was gonna need back up here. “Maya, back me up here.” 


“Eh... Glam rocks not really my thing. | guess they’re al-“ She began to formulate 
her opinion for him. Her tastes in music were surprisingly limited for someone who 
taught Justin pretty much everything he knew about classic rock. | guess just 
because she knew certain songs didn’t mean she liked those songs. It could also 


just as easily be a case of her just getting real tired of these songs real quick. It took 
Justin a lot longer to get over a band or a song, so generally when he heard a song 
he liked, that band was gonna stick with him for at least a year or two. From the 
sounds of it, he had just rediscovered his Electric Warrior aloum. And now they were 
all going to pay the price. Not that her views of this situation and the chaos Justin 
was about to unleash really mattered. Because at the end of the day, Justin still 
needed to watch the game in front of him to play, otherwise he’d miss notes. And 
he couldn’t exactly watch Maya using sign-language if he was watching the game. 


“Wait, what the fuck am | saying, | can’t see a thing you’re doing. Izzy, you’re up.” 
Justin cut her off once he realized the error of turning to his sister on matters such 
as this. She crossed her arms and glared at the back of his head, a little peeved that 
he had asked her opinion only to pretty much say fuck it. Oh sure, she understood 
WHY he couldn’t really use anything she said given the circumstances, but maybe 
he shouldn’t have asked in the first place. This was just a slap in the face to her, like 
saying ‘had guess what, you still can’t verbalize your thoughts!’ Izzy had been 
reading the news in just the room over, and when he heard his name being called 
out, all he could do was fold it down a little and peer over the rims of his sunglasses 
just slightly; as if this were the most baffling thing he ever witnessed. Only a shame 
no one actually looked at him while he was doing this, because they would have 
finally been able to see what his eyes looked like. 


“The fuck are you asking me for? The fuck is a T. Rex?” He questioned with great 
annoyance. He listened to death metal, not this glam rock pop bullshit. He almost 
seemed insulted by the question. He’d probably be just as insulted by the answer 
he received to his hypothetical and not at all literal question he had proposed to 
Justin. Not that Justin was the one to answer of course; madam oblivious over there 
on the other side of the room had that covered. 


“A T. Rex is a really big dinosaur. It’s short for tyrannosaurus rex. They’re large 
lizard like creatures that can stand on two legs and have large sharp teeth that they 
used to rip apart their prey. They also have claws on their arms and legs, and-“ 


“He meant the band.” Justin cut Erin off before she delved into some zoology shit 
here, or at least, whatever the dinosaur equivalency of zoology was. All those years 
playing Zoo Tycoon had taught Justin that they were pretty much the exact same 
thing. 


“Oh.” She cut herself off. Say what you wanted about Erin talking too much, she 
tended to end these conversations on a one word note. Which most everyone 
present was thankful for. “Well they’re-“ 


“I’m being sarcastic.” Izzy cut her off again. He didn’t listen to that crap, but he did 
know who the band in question was. He was just being overly dramatic for the sake 
of being overly dramatic. He didn’t need to be schooled on this band by Erin of all 
people. Speaking of, he was so happy to find she wasn’t majoring in education or 


any other field that required public speaking; even if he knew the chances of him 
ever being exposed to her once she began her career was slim to none. Hell, she’d 
probably move back to France once she got her diploma; he was gonna stay right 
here, happy with the several country long barrier between him and her. 


“You’re all just haters.” Justin countered with angered annoyance, taking others 
taste in music personally... again. In his mind it was an insult if people didn’t like 
the same music as him, and right now it felt as if he were at the bottom of a dog 
pile full of fat people with the way not a single person was backing him up. He was 
going to start ranting and raving at everyone in another futile attempt at trying to 
convince them to like the same bands and stuff he liked, but alas, there was no 
changing the minds of some people when it came to music. Hell, the most open- 
minded person in the room right now was Erin. That should say something. The 
sound of the doorknob turning filled the air as the rest of Justin’s dorm mates found 
their way inside. Not that he noticed; he was too busy being angry that people had 
opinions that conflicted with his own. 


“Oh hey guys.” Yu spoke up, his smile only fading once he noticed Justin going on 
and on about something. And given the plastic guitar controller in his hands and the 
pissed off look on his face, he had a pretty good idea. Either Justin was failing 
miserably at Rock Band today, which was of course very unlikely given this was 
Justin, or someone had sparked a music discussion. Chie and Yu knew all too well 
what that meant. “Let me guess... Someone disliked Justin’s music.” 


“Yep.” 


“Alright then, see you guys in an hour or so.” 


